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SYNOPSIS OF
FORMER INSTALMENTS.
Sir Charles Baskcrvllle was found dead

under myBtcrious circumstances tha. led
the credulous to believe that he had been
pursued to his end by a traditional enemy
of his race, In the shape of a hellish
hound. Dr. Mortimcr, the friend and
family physlcian of the dead man, called
en Sherlock Holmcs, the great detective,
to soliclt his aid in solving the mystery.
He had given him all the details connect-
ed with Sir Charles' death, including tho

private ono that tho tracks of a huge
hound were vlslblo within a few yards
Of where the dead man was found.
Sir Henry Baskervllle and Dr. Mor-

tlmor vlslt Holmes, and the story of his
tincle's death and the circumstances are

relatt-d to the young man. Holmes and
Dr. Watson. following young Baskervllle
and Dr. Mortimer when they leave, per-
oelve that they are also being watched
bv a man with a black beard tn a cab.
Se gets away. but Holmes gets tte num-

-fcer of bis cab. Sir Henry finds another
t>oot mi8BinB. this time one of an old pair.
Despite warnlng. Sir Henry goes to
*_3aakervilla Hall and Dr. Watson goes
*ri_h him.
Hr. Watson meets Stapleton. a natu-

ralist and neighbor, and is recognized by
him. He hears the baying of the hound
Of the Baskervilles. Sir Henry's butler
cautfht holdlng light at window a*nd ac-

toowle-ages that convict on moors is

.Wlfe's brother. Sir Henry bcars bay of

fhe hound on tho moor.

IX'
My Wood ran cold in my veins. for there

*na a brcak ln his vb.ee which toid of thc

_n-ddcn horror which had seiz.d him.
"What do they call this sound?" he ask-

.d.
"Who?"
.The folk on the country-side?"
"Oh, they are ignorant people. Why

tfbould ycu mind what they call it?"
"Tell me, Watson. What do they say

ot lt?"
I hesitatcd, but could not escape the

oupstion. _., _,

"They sav lt is thc cry of the Hound of
the Baskervilles."
He groaned. and was silent for a few

"moments.
'A hound it was," he said; at last, but

lt st-emed io.comf. from miles away. over

¦onder. J think."
"It was hard to pay-whence it came."
.*lt rose aud fel' with the win_- Isn"t
fat the directicn of the great Grimpen
.ire?"
"Tte, it ls."
"Well, H was up there. Como now,

Kfitson, didn't you think yourself that it
was the cry of a hound? I am not a

tthild. You" need not fear to speak thc
truth."
"Stapleton was with me when I heard

It last. He said that it might be the
calling of a strange bird."
"No, no, lt was a hound. My God, can

tbere be some truth in all these storics?
Ie lt rossible that I am really in danger
¦Mii so dark a cause? You don't believe
it, do you, Watson?"
"No. no."
""Ahfl yet It was one thing to laugh

about it ln London, and it is another to
Bland out here in the darkness of tho
jupor and to hear such a cry as that.
And my uncle! There was the footprint
ot- the hound beside him as he lay. It
all flta together. I don't think that I
am a coward, "Watson, but that sound
eoemed to freeze my very blood. Feel
my hand!"
It was as cold as a block of marble.
."You'll be all right to-morrow."
.'I don't think 1*11 get that ciy* out of

my head. What do you advise that we

Co now?"
"Shall we turn back?"
"No, by thunder; we have come out to

get our man. and we will do it. We after
the convict, and a hell-hound, as likely
t_t not, after us. Come on! We'll see

it:. through if all the fiends of the pit
wer«r loose upon the moor."
We stumbled slowly along in the dark¬

ness, with the black "oom of thc craggy
hills around us, and the yellow speck of

H SKIN GAME
SHREWD GF1AFTER

Made Over Fifty Do'lars a Week
Driving Coal Wagon.

STRUCK TOWN DEAD BROKE

His Wits Were H.s Wealth, and as Result
of Raffling Ruse He Makes Better

Wages Than a Bank Clerk.
Won'tStick Long.

In every city in the United States
there aro large numbers of people. usu-

ally young men. who cxlst without ever
etrlking a lick of work, and it ih often
wondcred how these individuals manage
to niake both ends meet. They don't
eteal. the_y have no income from real es¬

tate or government bonds, yet they live,
end nlne out of ten of them wear good
clothes and always have the appcarance
ot prosperity.
The police and detective departments of

4_Jfferent citiea have given much thought
end time to trying to learn how this clfss
of people eupport themeelve**. nnd it has
beec at last decided they belong in a

class all by themselves. They are "graft-
ere," depend'ng entirely upon their wits
to help them battle with the world.
In the "world of graft" thero is an*un-

written law "which forbids aiw of the
eltlzcns from working. In the true oen<*-r

of the word, and the money they lay
hold of tmlat ©ome easy, but after a cer-
teln fashlon. honcstly. The different
MbemcB this class of people resort to

light burning stea-ily In front. There
is nothing so deceptlve as the distance of
a light upon a pltch-dark night, and some¬

times the gfimmer seemed to be far away
upoii the horlzon and sometimes it might
l___.e been within a few yards of us. But
at last we could see whence it came, and
thci. wo knew that we were indeed very
close. A guttering candle was stuck in
a crevice of the rocks which; flanked it
or. each side so as to keep the wind from
it. and also to prevent it from being vis-
ible. save in the direetion of Baskerville
Hall. A boulder of granite concealed our

approach. and crouchlng behind it we

S.,zed over it at the signal light. lc was

strange to see this slngle candle burn¬
ing there in thc mlddle of the moor, wlth
no sign of life near it.just the one

straight yellow flanie and the gleara of
the rock on each side of lt.
"What shall we do now?" whlspered Sir

Henry'.
"Wait here. He must be near his light

Let us see if we can get a gllmpse of
him."
The words were hardly out of my mouth

when we both saw him. Over the rocks,
ln the crevice of which the candle burn-
e__, there was a thrust out an evil yellow
face, a terrible anlmal face, all seamed
and scored wlth vile passions. Foul with
pJre. with a bristling beard. and hung
with matted hair, It might well have be-
longed to one of those old savages who
dwc-lt in the burrows on the hlllsldes.
The light bencath him was reflected fci
his small, ciinnlng eyes which peered
ficrcelv to right nnd left thraugh the
darkness. like a crafty and savage anl¬
mal who has heard the steps of the hunt¬
ers.
Something had evidently aroused hts sus¬

picions. It may have been that Barry-
more had scme private signal which we

had neglected to give, or the fellow may
have had some otiier reason for thinking
that all was not well. but I could read
his fears upon his wicked face. Any In¬
stant he might da.h out the light and
vanish ln the darkness. I eprant." forward,
therefore, and Sir Henry did tho same.
At the same moment the convict scream-
ed out a curse nt us and hurled a rock
which plintered up against the boulder
whlch had sheltered us. I caught one

plimpse of his short, squat strongly-bullt
fiijure as he sprang to his feet and turn¬
ed to run. At the same moment by a

lucky chance the moon broke through
tbe clouds. We rushed over the brow of
th_. hill. and there was our man running
with crrent s"p"d down the other side.
s.-rinping over the stones in his way with
the nc.'vity of a mountain goat. A lucky
long shot of my revolver might have
on'pplrd him. but I had brought It only
to defend myself if attacked, and not
to shoot an unarmed man who was run-

rirp away.
Wc were both swlft runners and in fair¬

ly good training. but we soon found that
we. l.ad no chance of overtaking him. We
s-n'v him for a long time in the moon-
Yiph.i until he was only a small speck
moving nwiftly among the boulders. upon
the side ot a d'stant hill. "We raii and
ran ur'il we were completefly blown.
but the space between us grew ever wlder.
Finally we stopped and sat panling on
tvo rorks. while we watched him dis-
appearing in the distance.
Ar.d it was at this moment that there

ojv-urred a mest strance and unexpected
thir.g. We had ris.n from our rocks and
wrre turnlng to go home, having aban-
doned the hopeless cha. e. The moon was
low upon the richt. and the jaeged.nln-
nn-'lr of a granite tor stood up acainst
the lower curve of its silver dlsc.'". There.
oui'.ined bp black as an ebony statue on
tViat sbining h_.ck-ground, I saw-thie fig-
ure of a man upon the tor. Do not thlnk
thr.t It was a delusio-n, Holmes. I assure
you that I have never In my life seen

anythWg more cleariy. As far as I could
Judge. the figure wqs that of a tall, thln
man. He stood with his l«gs a little sep-
arated. bls arms fo'^ed. his head bowed,
ss If he were brooding over that enorm-
ous wi'demess of ppat and crranite which
lay before him. T-Te mitrht hav. been
th'* very sp'rit of that terrible place. Tt
was not the convict. This man was
fnv from the place where the latter had
aisappearer" Besides. he was a much
.aller man. With a cry of surprlse I point-
ed him out to the' bsronet. but in the
Instant during which f had turned to
grasp his arm the man was gone. There
was the sharp pinnacle of granite still

ln order to get the coin are numerous
and unique, much space and many news¬

paper btories having been devoted to un-

fclding to the public the dolngs of the
grafters.

It remalns, however, for the boss story
of the doings of a grafter to be told.
and while it may sound somewhat flshy
it is ncvertheless a fact which will be
vouched for by several well-known citi¬
zens of Richmond, this cit_y having be.m
the scene or operation of the grafter
In question.

LOCKD SEEDT.
Two weeks ago there walked Into a

lodging house ln the castern part of the
city a fellow who looked like the last
da.vs of a ir.isspent Ufe. He was shabbily
clab, but otherwUe had the appearance
of once having been a gentleman. He was
a grafter.
On tho register he signed the nam.

"Chancellcr Lr.rl;. place of residence un-

certain." Produclns a two bit piece he
handed it over to the c.erk and was as-

s'gned to a room on the top floor, to
which ho adjourned witnout ever having
spoken to any one of the luungers about
the ofdee.
The followipg morning there was dellv-

ered to the hotel a bulky looking pa_,_>
age. It was for Mr. i_.uck and was sent
t his room. A half hour later the gen¬
tleman ln iiics'.ion walked into the office
of the lodsir... house like a new man. Ho
was as clean as a pin and had on a

nicely cut suit of clothes. Tho clerk
was greatly surpriscd.
Luck thea !:iformed that worthy that

he was a grafter by profession and 'In¬
tended "doing" Richmond to a hot' fin¬
ish.

"I hav.n't a cent in the world now."
said the fellow. wjio asked the clerk to

call him "Chance for sF*_rt." but before
the week is over I wil; 6e fiu'sh with
monov. I simply want you folks to let
me f\eev here for a day or two without
coughing up ln advanee."
The talk was strong and the front so

good that the clerk agreed to' allow
"Chance" to occupy the room .for'.-a coupie
of days without putung up in advanee.

RAFFLES HIS SERVJCES.

cutting the lower edge of the moon. but
Its peak bore no trace of that silent and
moiionless flgure.

I wiehed to go ln that dlrectlon and to
search the tor, but lt was some dlstance
away. The baronet's nerves were still
t-ulverlng from that cry, which recalled
the dark story of his family. and he was
not ln the mood for fresh adventures. He
had *not seen this lonely man upon the
to- and could not feel the thrill which
his strange presence and his commandlng
attitude had given to me. "A warder,
no doubt," sald he. "The moor has been
thick with them since this fellow es¬

caped. Well, perhaps his esplanation
may be the right one, but I should like to
have some further proof of lt. To-day
we mean to communlcate to the Prince-
town people where they should look for
their missing man. but lt is hard lines
that we have not actually fiad the tri-
umph of brirglng him back as our own

prisoner. Such are the adventures of last
night, and you must acknowledge. my
near Holmes. that I have done you very
well ln fhe matter of a report. Much of
what I tell you ls no doubt quite Ir-
revelant, but still I feel that lt is best
that I should let you have all the facts
nnd leave you to select for yonrself those
whlch wlll be of most service to you
In help'ng you to your concluslons. We
are certalnly making some progress. So
far as the Barrymores so we have found
the motive of their actions, and that has
cleared up tne situation very much. But
the mcor with its mysterles and its
strarge Inhabitants remains as incrutable
a_ ever. Perhaps in my next I may be
j-.ble to thrpw some light upon this also.
Best of all would it be lf you could come
*"own to us. Tn any case you will hear
fi***x me again in the course of the next

X.
EXTRACT FROM THE DAIRY

OF DR. WATSON.
So far I have been able to quote from

the reports whlch I have forwarded dur¬
ing these early days to Sherlock Holmes
Now, however, I have arrived at a point
in my narrative where I am compelled
to abandon this method and to trust
once more to my recollectlons, alded by
the diary which I kept at the time .A
few extracts from the letter whl carry
me on those scenes whlch are indelibly
fixed ln eveny detall upon my memory.
I proceed, then, from the morning which
followed our abortive chase of the con¬
vict and our other strange experiences
upon the moor.
October 16th..A dull and foggy day

with a drizzle of rain. The house is
banked in with rolling clouds, which rise
now and then to show the dreary curves
of the moor, with thln, silver veins upon
the sides of the hills, and the distant
boulders gleaming.where the light strikes
upon their wet faces. It is melancholy
outside and in. The baronet is Ln a

black reaction after the excitements of
the niRht. I am consclous myself of a

weight at my heart and a feellng of im-
pending danger.ever present danger.
which is the more terriblc because I am
unable to define it.
And have I not cause for such a feel¬

lng? Consider the long sequence of in-
cidents which have all pointed to somo

sinister influence which :s at work around
us. There is the death of the last oc-

cupant of the Hall, fulf.lling so exact-
ly the conditions of the family lesend.
and there are the repeated reports from
peasants of the appearance of a strange
creature upon the moor. Twlce I have with
my own ears heard the sound whlch re-

sembled the distant baiylng of a hound.
It ls incredible, impossible, that it should
really be outside the ordinary laws of
nature. A spectral hound whlch leaves
material footmarks and fills the air
w._h Its howling ls surely not to be
thought of. Stapleton may fall ln with
such a superstition, and Mortimer also;
but if I have one quality upon earth it
__s common-sense, and nothing will per-
suade me to believe in such a thing. To
do so would be to descend to the level
of these poor peasants. who are not con-
tent with a mere fiend dog, but must
needs describe him with hell-flre shoot?
Ing from his mouth and eyes. Holmes
would not listen to such fancies, and I

The lndivldual witn wnom tnis story
deals then walked to the corner of Main
and Twelfth Streets, one of the busiest
places in the city. He produced from
his pocket a large package of small en-

velopes and a memorandum book. To the
first prosperous gentleman who happened
along "Chance" gave the following
spicl:
"I am in Richmond on my uppers. I

have Iooked for work for several days.
but have been unable to catch on. I am
willing to do anything and must have
money. I have a Httle idea of my own

and I want you to help me. In order to
get employment I am going to raffle off
my services for one week,
"I have one hundred envelopes contaln¬

ing numbers ranging from one to one

hundred, and I want you to take a

chance. paying to me a numoer of cents
corresponding with the number you
draw."

"Chance" then convinced the gentle¬
man that he was in earnest, produclng
testimor.lals vouching for his hones'y.
ar.d the gentleman forthwith drew an

enveiope. It contained No. 6S, and his
name was placed on the 11st.
The grafter continued hold'ng up citi¬

zens. and ln two days he had sold all
of tho chances, after which he journeyed
to the different places of business.of the
gentlerr-.cn who had he-ped him along
and informed them that. the. raffle would
take place in a certain bar on lower
Main Street.
Much interest had been aroused, ond

last Frld&y night. when the- raffle hap_
pened, there were present fully a hundred
people, nearly every cnance-holder be¬
ing on tha spot. A cup and three dlce
wero proudce by the saloonlst and the
game was on. t
The party holdlng 44 was the lucky one.

*sp!lling out ln three efforts with the cup
48 spots. Strange to relate, his lndlv"d-
ual also held chances 4 and 11.. a lucky
combination. 4-11-44.
As a result of aU this Chance Luck is

now drivtng a coal wagon. and for one
week's work. he has already reclved $52 50.
not a measley sum for a citizen of the
world of sraft.

am his agent. But facts are facts. and
I have twlce heard this crylng upon the
moor. Suppose that there were really
some huge hound loose upon It; that
would go far to explaln everything. But
where could such a hound lie concealed.
where did it get Its food, where did lt
come from. how was lt that no one

saw lt t_* day? It must be confessed
that the natural explanation offers al-
most as many difficulties as the other.
And always. apart from the hound,
there le the fact of the human agency
In L__ndon, the man ln the cat>, and th<_
letter which warned Sir Henry against
the moor. This at least was real. but
It might have been the work of a pro-
tecting friend as easlly as of an enemy.
Where Ia that friend or enemy now? Has
he remained i^ London, or has he fol¬
lowed us down here? Could he.could
he be the stranger whom I saw upon
the Tor?

It Is true that I have had only the
one glance at him, and iyet there are

some things to whlch I am ready to
swear. He Is no one whom I have seen

down here, and I have now met all the
nelghbors. The figure waa far taller than
that of Stapleton. far thlnner than that
of Frankland. Barryniore lt might pos-
sibly have been. but we had left him be¬
hind us, and I am certain that he could
not have followed us. A stranger then
ls still dogging us, just as a stranger
dogged us in London. We have never
.haken him off. It I could lay my
hands upon that man, then at last we

might find ourselves at the end _f all
our difficulties. To this one purpose I
must now devote all my energles.
My flrst impulse was to tell Sir Henry

all my plans. My second and wlsest one

ls to play my own game and speak as

llttle as posslble to anyone. He 13 e1-
leht and dlstralt His nerves have been
strangely shaken by that sound upon
the moor. 1 will say nothing to add to
his anxieties. but I wiil take my own

steps to attaln m»y own end.
We had a small scene this morning

after breakfast Barrymore asked leave
to speak with Sir Henry. and they were

closeted in his s'tudy some llttle time.
Slttlng ln the bllliard-room I more than
once heard the sound of volces raised.
and I had a pretty good Idea what the
polnt was which was under dlscusslon.
After a time the baronet opened his door
and called for mo.

"Barrymore conslders that he has a

grlevance," he said. "He thinks that
tt was unfair on our part to hunt his
brother-is-law down when he, of his own
free will, had told us his secret"
The butler was standing very pala, but

verjy collected before us.
"I may have spoken tooo warmly, sir,"

said he, "and if I have I am aure that
t beg your pardon. At the same time,
I was very much' surprlsed when I»
heard you two gentlemen come back this
morning and learned that you had been
chasing Selden. The poor fellow has
enough to fight against without my put¬
ting more upon his track."
"If you had told us of your own free

will it would have been a different
thing," said the baronet; "you only told
us. or rather your wife only toid us,
when it was forced from you and (you
could not help yourself."

"I d'dn't think you would havw taken
advantage of it, Sir Henry.lnr"eed 1
didn't."
"The man Is a public danger. There

are lo.iely houses scattj-u uv.' thv.
rr.oor. and he ls a fellow . 13 vroulj
st'.k at nothing. You only \v. nt to got
n g.impse of his face to see that Look
at Mr. Stapleton's house, for 'x.unple,
with no one but himself to d-'f.ii.l k'
There's no.safety for anyone until h*. In
under lock and key."
"He'U break Into no house, sir 1

give you my solemn word upon tJiat.
But he will never trouble anyv.o tn i*-"s
country aga'n. I assure you, Sir Henry.
that in a very few days the nf.-e. s;nry
arrangements will have been made and
he will be on his way to South Anwriri
For God's sake, sir, I beg of you n.it to
let the police know that he is still
on the moor. They have given up the
chase Uhere, and he can lie quiet until
the ship ls ready for him. Tou can't tell
on him without getting my wife and

THEPLEASURES Oi
MOSSBACKHEH

Train of Freight Cars Used by
Inventive Tramp for Pack

of Cards.
"Not long ago." said Frank Hopklns,

a Pennsylvania railroad detective. "1
discovered a new game, or rather be¬
came acqualnted wlth the deails of an
old one little known outside the tramp
comps which line the railroads. For
quick action it has ping-pong and other
elfeto amusements backed clear into
the corner.
"One morning while I was camplng

wlth a gang I had spotted. a gentleman
we called Bigfoot rose wearlly from his
turf couch anu asktu me if 1 had two
bits.
" 'What for?" I asked.
" 'Why, to play, of course,* he an-

swered.
" Tve got four beers,' I said. Four

beers Is tramp for twenty cents.
" 'Well, I'll go you a beer on the

next mossy,' he said.
" 'Look here,* I said. 'I haven't been

on the road very long, an' you have
me goln". What's the game?'
" 'What kind of a plker are you. any-

hew, that you never played mossback
poker?' he exciaimed.

** 'Show me how,' I says, 'and the
beers Is yours if you get them.'
"'Tou've. played poker ln your time,

I guess,' he said. with some scorn.
"I admitted I had. .

TWO THINGS NECESSARY.
'"Well,' he went on, 'this ls poker

wlth no short-card end. All you need
Is the colp and a mossback train an*
the game starts. Tou take a mossy for,
tho deck because the cars go slowly

me Into trouble. I beg _you. sir, to say
nothing to the police."
"What do you say. WatsonT"
I shrugged my shoulders "lf he were

safely out of the country lt would re-

lieve the tax-payer of a burden."
"But how about the chance of hl3

holding someone up before he goes?"
"He would not do anythlng so mad.

sir. We have provlded him with nll
that he can' want. To commlt a ortnie
would be to show where he was hiding."
"That Is true," sald Sir Henry. "Well.

Barrymore."
"God bless you, «ar. and thank you

from my heart! It would have kllled
my poor wife had he been taken again."
"I guess we are aidlng and abettlng a

felony, Watson? But. after what we

have heard, I don't feel as lf I could

give the man up. so there ls an end oi

lt. All right, Barrymore. you can go."
With a few broken words of gratitud.

the man turned. but he hesitated anti

then came back.
"You've been so kind to us. sir. that

I should like to do the best 1 can foi
you ln return. I know somethlng, bi.

Henry, and perhaps I sfoould have sal..

it before, but lt was long after the In

quest that I found lt out. I've nevei

b*eathed a word about lt yet to morta

man If. about poor Sir Charles'

The baronet and I were both upon^ oui

feet- "Do you know how he died?
"No. sir, I don't know that."
"What then?"
"I know why he was at the gate at

that hour. lt waa to meet a woman."
"To meet a woman! He?"
"Yes, sir."
"I can't give you tthe name, sir, but 1

can give you the Inltlals. Her inltlal3
were L. L."
"How do you know this, Barrymore r
"Well. Sir Henry, your uncle had a

letter that morning. He had usually a

great many letters, for he was a pubiic
n.an and well known for his kind heart.
so that everyone wtiio was ln trouble
was glad to turn to him. But that
morning. as lt chanced. there was only
this one letter, so I took the more notice
of lt- It was from Coombe Tracey. and
it was addressed in a woman's hand."
"Well?"
"Well, sir, I thousfht no more of the

matter, and never would have done so
had lt not been for my wife, Only a

few weeks ago she was cleaning out
Sir Charles' study.It had never been
touched since his death.and she found
the ashes of a burned letter In the back
of the grate. The greater part of u

.as charred to pieces. but one Httle
slip, t*ie end of a page. hung together.
and the writing could still be read.
though it was grey on a black ground.
It seemed to us to be a postscrlpt at the
end of the letter, and lt said: 'Please.

please, as you are a gentleman, bum
this letter, and be at the gate by ten
o'clock." Beneath lt were signed the
In'.tials L. L."
"Have you got «hat sllp?"
"No, sir, it crumbled all to bits after

we moved lt."
"Had Sir Charles received any other

letters ln the same wrltlng?"
"Well, sir. 1 took no particular notice

of his letters. I should not have notlced
this one only lt happened to come
alone."
"And you have no idea who L. L. ls?"
"No. sir. No more than you have

But I expect if we could lay our hands
upon that lady we should know more
about Sir Charles" death."
"I cannot understand, Barrymore. how

you came to conceal Bhis important In¬
formation."
"Well, sir, lt was Immediately after

that our own trouble came to us. And
then, again. sir, we were both of us

very fond of Sir Charles, as we well
might be, considering all that he has
dcne for us. To rake this up couldn't
help our poor master, and It's well to
go carefully when there's a lady ln the
case. Even the best of us."
"You thought lt might Injure his repu¬

tation?"
"Well, sir, I thougl.t no good could

come of lt. But now you have been
kind to us. and I feel as if lt would ce
treating you unfairly not to tell you all
that I know about the matter."
"Very good. Barrymore; you can go."

When he butler had left us .Sir Henry
turned to me. "Well, Watson, what do

and you have time to read the figures.
The engine ls the first band. Say it ls
numbered 2021; you have a pair of deu-
ces. First car is my hand; say It ls
numbered 3360; you lose, for I have
trays against your deuces. Are you
wise?"
"I admltted I had the Idea.
" 'Here comes a mossy, now,' yelled

Big-foot as he- munched the end of a
second-hand clgar stub. Tll take the
first hand for a beer a throw."
"I agreed.

_." '1420,' he yelled. as the locomotive
passed. 'That's ten hlgh; the cipher
counts a ten spot.'
" '31,3U,' I yelled.
' 'Got me sklnned on an ace full,' he

admitted. *

" "6999,' he yelled gleefully next, "You
can't beat trips with old 43S6.'
" 'How does. your 6456 suit you?' 1

asked.
" 'Pair of flves ls good on them Cen-

tials,' he _said. 'See. I sklnned you
again on that measly 1146 of the Read¬
ing.'
"I lost again on a 6778. P., F. W. and

C. against a Pennsy S998. I still was a
be-n-. to the good ln my stock. but he
cleaned me out on a 41.144 Pennsy
against a .443 Missouri Pacific.
" 'Notice I had four-eleven forty-

four?' Blgfoot asked me- Then I knew
how lt happened.

HE_U_* IS A SUGGESTION.
" -Fellows think there aln't no short-

card end to the game,' Blgfoot confided.
as he pocketed my four beers. 'But
there ls. an* I'll put you next. Skin
your eye over the train when you see

It coming. Count back how far the
steel cars run and fix your play so
you get all the big ones.*
" 'I'll tell you why. All the steel cara

are the last put on by any railroad and
the numbers run usually Into five fig¬
ures. The littie short gondolas run
three and four figures, and the man
that gets them is playin' a four-card
hand against five.
" Tt takes a qulck eye to size up a

train, but you soon learn how. if you
are wise on the graft. Cabooses al¬
ways run- bi* __«-j_ds. They are al-seys
numbered _U_p_w than the neweet car.

you think of Uhls new Itg-it?"
"lt seems to leave the darkness rather

blacker than before."
"So I think. But lf we can only trace

L. L. it should clear up the whole busi¬
ness. We have galned thal much. We
know that there Is someone who has
ths facts lf wo can only flnd her. What
do you t/hink we should do?"
"Let Holmea know all about lt at

once. It will give him the clue for
whlch he has been seeklng. I am much
rcis taken if lt does not bring him
down."

1 went at once to my room and drew
up my report or the morning s conversa-
tion of Holmea_ It was evldent to me
that he had been very busy of late, for
the notes whlch l had from Baker Street
were few and short. wlth no comments
upon the Information whlch 1 had sup¬
plied, and hardly any retcrcnce to my mis¬
sion. No doubt his htackmalllng case «s
absorblng all his faculties. And yet this
new factor must surely arrest his at¬
tention and renew his interest. I wish
that he were here.
October 17th..All day to-day the raln

jjoured down. rustllng ln the ivy and
lripplng from the eaves. I thought of the
onvict out upon the bieak. cold. shelter-
ess moor. Poor devil! Whatever his
.rlmes, he has suffered something to atone
or them. And then i thought of that
ither one.the face ln the cab. the fig-
ire against the moon. Was he also out
n that deluge.the unseen watcher. the
nan of darkness? ln the evening I put
jn my waterproof and I walked far
ipon the sodden moor. full of dark
niaginlngs the rain beatlng upon my face
md the wlnd whistling about my ears.
llod help those who* wander Into the
;reat mire now, for even the flrm up-
and are becomlng a morass. I found the
jlack tor upon which I had seen the
-.olitary watcher and from lt3 craggy
summit I Iooked out myself across the
maloncholly downs. Rain squalls drlfted
across their russet face. and the heavy,
slate-colored clouds hung low over the
landscape, tralllng ln grey wreaths
down the sides of the fantastlc hills. In
the dlstant hollow on the left. half hid-
den by the mist. the two thln towers of
Baskervllle Hall rose above the trees.
They were the only sign:. of human life
whlch I could see, save onlv those pre-
h.'storlc huts which lay thickly upon tha
slopes of the hills. Nowhere was there
any trace of that lonely man whom I
had seen on the same spot two nights
before.
As I walked back I was overtaken by

Dr. Mortlmer driving tn hla dog-cart
over a rough moorland iracK, whlch led
from the outlying farmhouse of Foul-
mlre. He has been attentlve to us.
and hardly a day has passed that he
has not called at the Hall to see how we
were getting on. He lnslsted upon my
climbing into his dog-cart and he gave
me a 11ft homewards. I found him much
troubled over the dlsappeaiance of his
little spaniel. It had wandered on to the
moor and had never come back. I gave
him such consolatlon aa 1 might. but 1
thought of the pony on the Grimpen Mira.
and I dc not fancy that he will aes n___
llttle dog agaln.
"By the wav. Mortlmer, said I, as

we jolted along the rough road. "I sup-
pose there are few people Iiving within
driving distance of this whom you do
not Jmow?"

. __.",'..
"Hardly any. I think.
"Can you. then. tell me the name of any

woman whose initials are L. L.7"
He thought for a few minutes.
"No " said he. "There are a few glpsles

and laboring folk for whom I can't an¬

swer but among the farmers or ""entry
there Is no one whose Initials are those.
Wait a bit though." he added. after a

oause. "There is Laura r_-yons.her ?n.-
tlals are L. L..but she lives m Coomba
Tracey." ,

"Who is she?" I asked
""Abe Is Frankland s daughter.
""What! Old Frankland the crank?"
"Exactlv. She married an artlst named

Lvons who came sketchlng on thc moor.

He proved to be a blackguard and de-
<=erted her. The fault from what I hear
may not have been ent'rely on one side.
tter father refused to have anvthlng to
do with her. because she had marrTen
without his consent and perhars fcr
nne or two other reasons as well. so.

hetween the old slnner and the young
op<=> tha elrl has h»d a pretty bad tree.
"How does "ho live?"
"I fancv old Frankland allows her n

pittance. but lt cannot be Jiwjji.
..TrT. affairs are consfderabtv Involved.
Whatever she mav have i.eserv<*-if one

eould not allow her to go honel-ssly._to

.^TseTW op-_n a "tv^wrltlng bus-

lT1^f'want-d to know rt- oMeef.ef mv

Innuirles but I mann-red to satlsfy his

curlosltv without telllng n!m too mueti.

and help a fe!low out of a big hole
sometimes. ._..._.,.,

"'Once down ln West Ph ladelphla I
doubled on the caboose and won out
wlth 11.111. My pal knocked the game.
sayin' nobody could hold flve aces In a

straight game. but I got the money
after we had settled the point wlth bal-
last*
" 'Any other game you can play with

a mossy?" I asked.
" TV-all.' said Blgfoot. "they'ro good

for craps. too. but the game ls too slow.
Say you shoot the englne for your polnt
and get two. Your pal wlns lf a seven
for the flrst flgure on a car comes be¬
fore the two. If you g»t a two for the
first flgure. you take the coln.'
" 'The trouble about mossy crapa ls

that a whole traln may pass before you
win or lose. I have played three tralns
before a beer changed hands.
" 'Of course. lt ain't so bad when you

have nothing to do but Ioaf around and
wait, especlally when you don't have
more than a beer. Only the cheap
skates who have no big money play
mossy craps. Mossy pokej *__* the
thing for quick action.'"

For the Oeafand Dumb-
The effort now being made by the Vir¬

ginia Association of- the Deaf. of whlch
Wr. William C. Rltter, of the Hampton
Monltor, is president to estnbllsh a

school ln "Virginia for the educatlon of
the blind. deaf and dumb negro children
of tha State ls ln every way a worthy
one. and' should receiv© the hearty sup-
port of all Virginians.
At present the State has a school for

.white children. located at Staunton. and

the resluts have been most satlsfactory,
the children showing a readiness to leaxu
that ls tem._r__-.ble-
We do not know whether the work can

be taken up at this time. but If not the
n;st work taken up among the negroes
should be this. and there can be none
n.re deservi**: or wortJur.._Ph«SBU3
SebtixMi,

iVonTlnBton%^Zl^lc:9 ¥££,!$*Tmce^a'nd^ir11, . «^% c£3££_£rf.toy ^ "f.* can »«« "his Mrs. LauraLyons of equlvocal re.-utatlon a lonKstep wlll have been tnaffa tow&dacSIng one mcldent In _.___. chan of mi_T_-
___£ __V^ Certa,nly ^&n« th?*^|dom of the serpent. for -.wn Mortimerpressed his ques_.oas to an InconveniSnt

, extent I asked him caaually tci wSertySSFrank!and"s skull belonged. an__ ,."«
, nothing but craniology for the rest of
our drlve. I have not llved for years wilh' Sherlock Holmes for nothing.

I have only one oth*/ tncMent to record
upon this tempestous and melonchotj-day. This was my conversation with
Barrymore Just now. whlch glves m- ona
more strong card whlch I can play iu duetime.
Mortimer had stayed to dinner and heand the baronet played ecarte after¬wards. The butW brouRhf me n.*- rof-

fee ln to the library and I took thechance to ask him a few questions.
"Well, sald I. "has this preclous rela-tion of yours denarted or ls he stitl Iurk-Ing out yonder?"
"I don't know, 8lr. I hope to Heaventhat ne nas gone. for he has brouehtnothing but trouble here! Tve not heardof him since r left out food for him laatand that was three days ago."
"Did you see blm r«-ere?"
"No sir. but the food was gone whennext 1 went that way."
"Then he was certainly there?"
'So you would think. str. unlesa tt wasthe other man who too*. tt."
I sat with my coffee-cup half way to

my llps and stared at Barrymore."You know that there is another tnanthen?"
"Yes. sir; there Is another man uponthe moor."
'Have you seen hlm?"
"No. s.'r."
"How do you .know of him then?"
"Selden told me of nim, sir. a week

ago or more. He's ln hiding. coo. but he'a
not a convict as far as I can make out.
I don't like it. Dr. Watson.I tell vou
stralffht. sir. that T don't Hke lt." "He
spoke with a suddan passlon of earn-
estness.
"Now. Itsten to me. Rnrrvmore! T have

no Interest In this matter but thnt of
your master. I have co*n<* here wirh no
object except to help hrm. Tell me. frank-
ly, what lt i3 that you don't like."
Barrymore he.«itn?f"l for a rnoment. as

lf he regretted his outburst, or found lt
difficult to express his own feeling3 ln
words.
"It's all these goings-on. sir." he cried

at last. wavins. h's hand towar'ls tha
raln-Iashed window whf*-h farpd the
moor. "There's foul play somewhere.
and there's h"-*--k vllllanv brpw'n?. to that
111 sw».-ir! Very glad I should be. sir.
to see. Sir H»nry on nia way back to
Lonfon aratn!"
"But what is lt that alarms vou?"
"Look at Sir Char.ps' dpath! That was

bad enoueh. for all that th<. coroner sald.
I.ook at the nol.-p;. on tb.-» moor at nishJt.
There's not a man would crosa lt after
sundown If he waa paid for it. Look at
this strane-'.r hl'tfng our yonder. and
wat^hlng tViA Tv^'tin*r! Whafg he waft-
tns for? What does It menrtT lt rn^Ttig
no trood to anvone of the nr.me of Bas¬
kervllle and very e*Iad T ah.-i't h" to he
qn't of lt nll on the dtv that Sir Henr_***s
ppw servants are ready to take over the
Hall."
'"But about this stran^er." sa'd I. "C.-m

vou tell mi» anvth'-rr ahnn' him? What
d'd Po'den mv? TV'd h» tlrrt out where
he hld. or hat he was rtotnir?"
"He saw him om-p or twice but he ls

a deep one and gives nothing a7.*ay. At
flrst he thought that hp wits the poMce,
but soon he found that h» hid some
"ay of his own. A kind nf s-«-r.fleman he
was. as far as he **o«W see bul what ho
was rtolnT he could not mi'.. out."
"And where did he say that he lived?"
"Arron? the old houses or tbe hlllslda

.the stone huts where the otd folk used
to live."
"But how ahotit his food?"
"Se'ripn found out that he has jrot a

inn vmo worKS for him and brin'J's "V.u.
31) he noprls T dareaay hf> eroes to Coombe
Tracey for what he wants "

"Very good. Barrymore. We may talk
further of this some other time." When
the butler had gone I walked over to
the black window. and T lo^ke-I thrnii._r!i
a blurred pana at the driving clomls and
nt the tosslng outllne of the wlr.rt-swept
trees. It ls a wild night Indoors. and
what must !t be ln a stone hut upon
the moor. What passlon of hacred can
lt be whlch lends a man to !u>-"* ln such
a place at such a time! And what tfppp
and eamest purpose can h» have whlch
calls for such a trial! There. in that
hut upon the moor seems to Me the very
centre of that problem whfch has vex^d
me so soreiv. T swear Ihat another day
shall not have passed before T have done
all that man can do to reach the heart
of the mystprv.

TO be continued.

When Stars are in the Qri't Skies.
When stars are ln the quiet skies.
Then most I pine for thee;

Bend on me then thy tender eyes,
As stars look on the sea!

For thoughts, like waves that gllde by
night.

Are stillest when they shlne;
Mine earthly love Iles hushed ln light
Beneath th_> heaven of thlne

There ls an hour when angels keep
Familiar watch o'er men.

When coarser souls are wrapped ln sleep.
Sweet splrlt. meet rne then!

There ls an hour when holy dreama
Through slumber fairest gllde;

And ln that myatc hour lt seems
Thou shoukist be by my side.

My- thoughts of thee too saered are
For dayllgnfa common beam:

I can but know thee as my 3tar,
My Angel and my dream;

When stars are ln the quiet skies.
Then most t pine for thee;

Bend on me then thy tender eyes.
Aa stars look on the sea!

-

My Life is Like the Summ*r Rose.
fBy Richard Henry Wllde.)

My life 'a Hke the summer rose.
That opens lo the morning sky,

But, ere the shadea of evenlny cloae,
Is scattered on the ground.to die!*

Yet on the ro-«e's humbte bed
The aweetest dewa of night are ahed.
As if she wept the waate to a*e.
But none ahall weep a tear for met

My life la Hke the mimmer leaf,
That trembles In the moon'sr pale rayt

Ita hold la frall.Its date lt brief.
Restlesa.and soon to pass away!

Yet. ere that leaf ahall fall and fade,
The parent tree will mourn Ita shade.
The winds bewall the leafless tree.
But none shall breathe a slgh for mef

My Ufe ls Hke the prints whlch faet
Have left on Tampa's desert atrand;

Soon as the rlalng tide shnll beat.
All trace will vanish from the sand;

Yet. as if grievln*-*' to efface
All vestige of the human rac*.

On that lone shore loud moans the aea.
But aoa*__ aiu! ahall raoura tor wml


